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mystery there has always been. If you miss under-
standing that you miss everything, however clever
you are. I didn't see that then. I can see it now.
I've missed it/

Gaselee felt uncomfortable. The Cathedral was
cold and as empty as the tomb. A great clap of
thunder like an explosion in the church's very heart
startled them both.

* You're as spooky,' Gaselee said, ' as old
Mordaunt himself with his watching figure and live
knights and the rest.'

1 I don't know,' Ronder said, * whether there
isn't something in his idea. Do you realize what
Arden and Leofranc and the others had that we
haven't got? They had intensity. They may have
been wrong, but they believed they were right and
fought and sweated and prayed. Don't you see?
Either this whole thing, the spiritual life, is nonsense
or it's real. It must be one or the other. If it's
nonsense, what rot this all is and has been for
centuries! But if it's real, what are we doing about
it? Have you attended ordinary Matins or Even-
song at a country or town church lately? What do
you find, nine times out of ten? A droning mechani-
cal office without thought or meaning, an unreal
sermon with a lot of dead symbolic phrases taken
for granted. What's the daily Evensong in this
Cathedral or any other? A mumbled repetition with
a lazy choir and a scrap of a congregation. If it's
real, don't you suppose that someone is angry
somewhere? Mordaunt's Inquisitor or another. He
examines, perhaps, one after another and throws
them away. " No life here. Nothing worth pre-
serving." So in a little time it may be with me.